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Summary: 


just a collection of one shots of scenes that I really wanted to 
expand the story on; there will be a main story thread 
connection them all together (not telling yet...); Follow 
Matthew and his group on their journey to undo the Grave 
Eclipse. Themes include: Paithos' sickness, Briggs' death, 
Sveta and Volecheks relationship, Ryu Kou and Hou Ju at 
Snowdrift Shrine, Takeru and Himi, and hopefully many 
more! 


1. Royal Burden 
Author's Note: 


Please note that English isn't my mother tongue and I'm 
only getting back into writing English, I'm sorry for any 
mistakes you may find, as well as structure and all that 
jazz! It'll hopefully get better with later chapter | hope 
you enjoy none the less! 


They visited Ayuthay sometime after Matthew’s group had 
fled Belinsk. 


Eoleo agreed since he was keen on visiting Champa to have 
a quick check-in with his people (and Obaba, although the 
death of his father loomed over Eoleo like the darkness over 
the mainland). So they sailed south for a few days. Always 
keeping to the light there were practically no monsters 
encountered (although Tyrell had an interesting encounter 
with a very lively squid). But none of the passengers of the 
Lemurian ship were truly in high spirits. Happy moments 
were as fleeting as the constant wind brushing past. 


They were truly lucky, Matthew found bitterly. There were 
people dying while the little group travelled the almost 
unbothered by anyone. As safe as they were now, Matthew 
couldn’t help but watch his group break apart from the 
inside. Karis and Tyrell had gone as quiet as Matthew himself 
- they simply didn’t want to upset Amiti and Sveta who had 
both lost so much. Himi had stayed quiet as well - he figured 
it was either because her home wasn’t in danger or because 
she was simply so much younger than them. Rief and 
Kraden buried themselves in what little books they had 
brought along (although Matthew noticed that the blue 
haired adept had spent much of his time reading the 


chronicles retelling the events of their parent’s adventures 
as if to calm himself). 

The soon to be queen of Morgal hid for a few days barely 
talking to anyone. Matthew had helped her as much as he 
could but he simply couldn’t relate to her fear for her 
people. Yes, he understood what she feared - he himself just 
wanted to know if his parents were okay (he even sent one 
of Kraden’s pigeons out a few days ago) - but Sveta had a 
kingdom to return to. A kingdom that was currently dying. 


Amiti, on the other hand, was much more openly uneasy. 
‘The people of Ayuthay are safe underground’, he kept 
telling himself while standing on the ship. But these words 
couldn’t shake the grim look on the prince’s face. They all 
had witnessed the destructive force of the monsters 
underneath Luna’s veil. They were faster, stronger and even 
the trained adepts had barely fled from them. Without the 
ship the adepts would’ve been as lost as the people of 
Belinsk. 

Matthew shuddered thinking back. He remembered the 
black sky that had sunken onto the land and the blood of - 
No. He stopped himself. There had simply been too many 
monsters, grasping for the adepts and trying to tear apart 
their flesh. The people on the streets were gone, yet the 
adept still felt that pang of guilt in his chest. We could have 
at least tried to save them. 


The dark voice in his head spoke without malice but also 
without care for Matthew’s thoughts. ‘A// of you and my 
sister would have ended dead on the streets just like them’. 
If Matthew squinted enough, he could almost see the shape 
of the fallen king beside him in his shadow. Rearing. Waiting. 
Matthew would have asked Why me? Why are you still here? 
But then the ship pierced into the dark to land near Ayuthay 
and the Venus adept shook himself from his thoughts. 


The lake before Ayuthay had been turned into a grave. There 
were partly torn bodies in and out of the water and Sveta 
used her Spirit Sense on a few of them to direct their last 
thoughts to Matthew. After a few bodies she stopped and no 
one complained. Matthew’s footsteps were eerily silent 
against the grass as he avoided to step onto any remainders 
of the soldiers. Matthew felt glad that he only brought Amiti, 
Sveta and Tyrell along with him. 

“Can you take us over the lake?”, he asked with a toned 
down voice and the beastwoman nodded silently, beckoning 
them all on the small raft before conjuring up enough wind. 
The first time they had visited Ayuthay, Matthew 
remembered, Karis had basically catapulted them across the 
lake. Tyrell had laughed and Rief had smiled politely with a 
slight green tinge on his cheeks. This time around they were 
all silently staring ahead. 

Amiti left the raft first and even though he seemed like he 
wanted to compose himself he half ran up to the entrance to 
his kingdom. He then knocked. Matthew held his breath. 


“Who's there?”, a voice demanded after a few seconds of 
silence. No one bothered to look out to the visitors. Matthew 
couldn’t blame them. 

“You can open the door. | must see my uncle”, Amiti 
reassured calmly but urgently. His fist was wound tightly 
against the heft of his rapier. The prince held his head high 
as the door was moved open. He didn’t bother much long 
with the surprised guards. Matthew took a look behind them 
and ushered Tyrell and Sveta inside as well, before following 
the prince. 


Then they stood in the inn where Paithos was laying and 
Matthew was once again at a loss for words. Even his 
thoughts had dulled down to a hum as he watched his friend 


sink to his knees. Paithos was dying. Matthew just knew. He 
had accompanied his mother once when he was very little 
and still lived in Kalay and he had learned what a dying 
person looked like. 


“Uncle”, Amiti asked grimly, his hand now curled around the 
king’s hand, as tightly as before. “You’re going to be fine, 
Uncle Pait. And you know that | cannot fully return to 
Ayuthay yet. I|...We have to stop the Grave Eclipse” 

“And | will wait until then”, his uncle answered, voice silent 
and pressed with an unspoken promise. ‘You will be king, 
Amiti’. 

His skin was chalky white and he had been dressed in 
simpler and warmer clothes. His hands were shaking none 
the less. 


“Uncle..”, Amiti found himself at a loss for words. “Our 
people need you”, he then pleaded. “Even after I’m 
returned, they will need you. | will need you” 


Matthew, standing only in the entrance of the inn, felt ill. 
Tyrell and Sveta waited outside, while the Earth adept had 
hoped to provide some comfort for the Water adept by 
joining him inside. Even from where he was standing he 
could see Amiti’s tears. So he closed his eyes, wrestling with 
the lump in his throat, but was greeted by the same imagery 
as before him. Amiti, distraught over his uncle’s death, now 
the rightful ruler of Ayuthay. 

The shadow in the back of his mind rolled its eyes. ‘He must 
learn that he Is a tool to his people’s wellbeing. A ruler must 
always be cruel in his decision-making, or his people will die 
at his hands’. For a moment Matthew was distracted from 
the scene in front of him. /s that what drove you to activate 
the Luna tower? 

The shadow fell silent and Matthew opened his eyes again to 
step outside of the inn. 


They stayed overnight since the ship and the rest of the 
group stayed in the camp just outside of Champa. Amiti did 
not return until the morning when Matthew, Tyrell and Sveta 
rose from their make-shift camp. While Tyrell took in his 
breakfast with great motivation, Matthew noticed Sveta’s 
gaze. Was she comparing her own situation to Amiti’s? Or 
was she simply mourning her brother? The Earth adept 
didn’t know and, at least for a moment, he wished he could 
take both of his friends’ burdens. This world has been cruel 
to you and it’s far from being done. 


“We will stop the Grave Eclipse and | will return to Ayuthay”, 
Amiti promised to the guards before they locked the gate 
again. Even though tired, the prince looked determined. 
There was still the underlying sadness in his eyes but also 
the thirst to end the eclipse. If the prince had been sad and 
silent on their way to Ayuthay, he was now invigorated and 
with a clear goal in mind. 


As they were waiting by the beach for the nearing ship 
Matthew was taken to the side by Amiti. 

“Thank you, Matthew”, he simply begun, his head bowed in 
respect until Matthew touched his shoulder softly. Their eyes 
met. “I mean it”, the prince repeated. 

The Earth adept shook his head. “You could’ve easily stayed 
with your people just then, Amiti. But you chose to come 
with us again. | should thank you”. The blue-haired prince 
drew his lips into a thin smile at Matthew’s voice. 

Just then Eoleo’s ship came to a halt - ready to take in the 
blue-haired prince again - with its mercury blue sails 
fighting the darkness. 


2. What Remains 
Notes for the Chapter: 


trigger warnings for people who don't want to read 
about people vomiting and doubting themselves 


It had all started with Matthew waking up sick to the 
stomach. In that moment he hadn’t really thought of 
remembering the dream that had led to this, but instead he 
had hastily left the tent he shared with Tyrell. Matthew 
thanked Sol that his quiet personality made him a silent 
sleeper too, and jumped through an opening in between two 
tents. He passed Himi and Amiti, both designated watch 
keepers until later that night. Matthew briefly glanced at 
their faces, surprised and almost scared at his haste. 
Seconds later he dove into the trees and vomited. 

With his senses swimming and a faint feeling of sweat on his 
forehead and naked back, Matthew retched until his 
stomach had not more to give but a sour taste on his tongue 
and tears in his eyes. Then he finally stopped. His heart had 
been racing ever since he woke up and his dream had barely 
left a smudge in his memories. 

There he was, the leader of nine, set to end the Grave 
Eclipse after starting it with his own hands. No. That wasn’t 
exactly true. Ryu Kou had started the Alchemy Dynamo. But 
still, Matthew remembered, he had let Ryu Kou get away 
with the magma orb. He had led his party to kill the 
mountain roc. He had pressed on exploring Belinsk ruins. 
The sick feeling returned, and Matthew forced himself from 
his thoughts. Instead he shifted his attention back to camp 
and the faint voice calling out his name. He swiftly returned, 
his eyes meeting Himi, who had come to look for him. “Are 
you Okay?” 

Her concern felt real, Matthew found. But Himi had only 


been with them for ten days and Matthew really didn’t feel 
like dropping his problems onto her shoulders. So he made 
up an excuse. / must have eaten something bad. It’s fine 
now, | promise. 

Himi shared a long look with the leader, then turned to look 
at the Ayuthayan prince. Matthew could tell that Amiti didn’t 
believe him either, since no one else had turned sick since 
dinner. But he shrugged his shoulders, not digging into the 
situation and Matthew felt a wave of relief. 

Matthew returned to his tent. His watch would start in less 
than two hours and he felt himself shivering, unable to sleep 
for the rest of the night. 


The nightmares didn’t stop. 

Matthew vomited in Tonfon after having left the bedroom he 
shared with the male members of his group. He was used to 
it by then. Whenever his nightmares would startle him 
awake he would silently get up and leave for the toilet or the 
nearest bushes. It began bothering him so much that he 
started eating less for dinner. He figured that maybe that 
would stop the sick feeling in his stomach every night. | 
didn’t stop. 

Whenever possible he would sit down and wait for the 
feeling to pass, even though he was dead tired. 

Matthew clearly remembered Snowdrift Shrine, where they 
had finally tracked down Ryu Kou, Hou Ju and Hou Zan. The 
middle of the night had made the weather even colder. He 
had found a nice little corner secluded from the little cottage 
and had once again emptied his stomach. He was long used 
to the smell and the raw feeling in his throat and the way 
that he covered his vomit up so no one would find it. 
Matthew stayed outside for a few minutes. In the near 
distance he could see Eoleo’s ship faintly lighted. Behind 
the ship he could still see the dark dome that covered the 
mainland and made day to night and night even darker. 
Matthew felt a pang of guilt every time the sun rose around 


the Grave Eclipse. Your fault, the small voice in his head 
declared. /t’s your fault and you know it. Otherwise you’d be 
dead asleep like the rest. 

Not everyone was asleep. Not Ryu Kou who had witnessed 
his awakening and had followed him outside. Matthew’s 
heart jumped again at the sight of the Sanan prince. “What 
are you doing out here?”, he snapped in a tone that would 
be widely offensive to any royalty. 

Ryu Kou didn’t answer first. Instead the prince stared at 
Matthew who had instantly tried to move away from the spot 
he had stood in. They came to stand a few feet apart and 
Ryu Kou finally moved his face away from Matthew. 

“I had thought you were more confident”, the prince 
answered, completely unrelated. 

“What?” 

Ryu Kou didn’t immediately answer. Matthew began feeling 
cold. 

“I had this feeling about you, ever since | met you in Te Rya. 
You guys came out of nowhere, but | could tell that you were 
different. You weren’t scared, you were excited. From what 
lve heard you came over the mountains, Matthew. Most 
people would have looked back. You didn’t” 

Matthew suddenly felt for a loss of words. He didn’t want to 
repeat his earlier question, but he had no idea what the 
prince was talking about. Why wasn’t he calling Matthew out 
for what he had witnessed? 

“There was no way for us to go back. So why look back”, 
Matthew almost whispered against the harsh wind. His heart 
was beating faster, although not racing as before. What was 
Ryu Kou getting at? 

The Sanan prince gave a bitter laugh. He had cried a few 
hours before, kneeling over Hou Zan and the deadly wound 
dug into his chest. “It’s just that right now you seem like you 
want to go back. Undo what | did. Stop the killing”, he 
continued, with a hand pointed towards the dark veil. “So 
why are you looking back, then? It clearly doesn’t help your 


psyche to remind yourself of this situation, does it?” 
Matthew didn’t answer this time. Instead he brushed past 
Ryu Kou to return to the cabin. He suddenly didn’t feel the 
harsh cold. That’s not what I’m doing. 

Matthew felt Ryu Kou’s lingering gaze until they reached 
Tonfon and the royal siblings left their party. Karis had 
noticed as well. Sveta had noticed, of course, but kept to 
herself. The whole party was uneasy and Matthew felt that 
he was the reason. 

He vomited in Tonfon because even though everyone was 
asleep, the leader felt like their every thought and gaze 
were his. Because he had been remembering his nightmares 
for a while now. It was like a sick play, repeating over and 
over again in his head, of him looking like his father Isaac, 
the mighty hero of Vale, protector of Weyard. Matthew was 
his spitting image, yet he had brought this catastrophe over 
Angara. 

His father had saved thousands of lives and Matthew had 
taken them in only a few nights. 


